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MOTHER NATURE’S LAP

You cradle every life that comes to be,

And hold us when our final footsteps cease;
Your rivers sing their songs of liberty,

Your quiet forests breathe a breath of peace.
The rain returns to kiss the thirsty land,

The tender leaf unfolds beneath the sun;

The soil receives our seed with open hand,
And gives us back the harvest when it’s done.
Yet we have wounded you with fire and flame,
And filled your rivers with our careless waste;
Still, after storms, you rise without blame,

And paint the broken earth with green once more.
O Mother nature, let me walk beneath your sky

Not as your master, but your child, nearby.
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